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“But I ]ﬁst made the boys hold their
horses till I got that there road-tax
outen him first.”
“Can't you git it?'"
“Naw,” drawled B b
Billy Delany to McCould’s shanty to
collect it, but McCloud near killed
Bill with a axe. That was Tueaday.
Some o' the boys was fixin’ to run

“I sent

: McClo&l outer town, but I guess
most

us ain't hankerin’ to lead
the demonstration.”
(13 ‘h‘id?"
e B B Lbouewly 5
¢ game-warden o pro-
duced a sixshooter from his side
pocket. A red bandanna handkerchief
the shiny barrel; he unwrap-
l)ed this, regarded the w n doubt-
ully, and rubbed his fat thumb over
AT
&« ”  ej & , £on-
tempinously, “‘he's got a repeatin’-
rifle; he can cut a pa’tridge’
from !Iy:m to that butternut ’cross the
» '. v
“I'm goin’ to git into his ice-house
all the same,” said the warden, with-
out much enthusiasm.
“An’ I'm bound to git my road-
tax,” said Byram, “but jest how I'm
dunno."”

to operate I .

“Me neither,"” added the warden
musingly. “God knows I hate to
ghoot le.™

What really meant was that he
hfd to be s'hl@ at. S
in & sun-
hon.ne!.yomsmmiwalnng the mad‘.“fnﬂowad
by a dog. She returned the road-
master’s awkward sslutation with shy
composure. A few moments later the
game- saw her crossing the
ereek on the stepping-stones; her
ﬂll-tien-ha.irui collie dog after

“That's a slicll:cfir " he said, twist-
ing his heavy bl miistache into two

Ereasy nts.
B po;hnced at him with a scowL
“That's the kid,” he said.
“Eh? Elton's?"

“Your path-msster?’

“Well, what.of it?”

“ Nuthin'—she’s gook-lookin’—f{or a
path-master,” said the warden, with a
vicious leer intended for a compliment.

“What of t?" ed Byram,

“Be you fixin' to with that

there girl some day?” asked the game- $

ward jocosely.
= V?lll’:t of it?’ympuﬂ.ed Byram, with

¥ hastily,

“1 didn’t know nothin’ was goin’ on;
I wasn’t meanin’ to rile n 2.

“Oh, you wasn’t, wasn't you?" said

“Now you can jest

ourself 3

“How you do rile up!” protested the
warden. ):?Iu!aw wuupl. t:'z‘mw that

you was sweet on your path-master

when folks over to say she's
!"Hmnad . B
asked t.hty:ﬁ_a;, with

‘girl aware ia-gzﬁw*m

r more disgusting v =
L than having to walk on an old worn ls ormachy Tisee. Blacds Skin, Nerves

tomach. Li

in, Nerves, = T
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when he chose, and he could appear
strangely at ease in his ragged clothes—
nay, even attractive.

_All Foxville hsted him; he was not
one of shem; if he had been, haps
they could have found something to
forgive in his excesses and drunken

But, though with them, he was not
of them; he came from the r.itg—A.l-
ban_\é ]ﬁe hadhheen_ Sduc:;:ed m‘..' i
ton College; he neither ¢ ougl -?ke,
nor carried himsell as they did. ven
in his darkest hours he never con-
deseended to their zociety, nor, drunk
as he was, would he mit any fam-
iliarities from the inhabitants.

Byram, who had been to an agrienl-
tuniF eo]'lll?%adm whoj o:!l his return
to Foxvi promptly relapsed into
the hideous dialect which he had im-
bibed with his mother’'s milk, never
forgave the contempt with which
McCloud had received his advances,
nor ihsk‘:ung man's amused udia-
tion of the relationship which Byram
had ventured to recall,

] Sahit;;:::de ab:i:;tut..hnt. Bynzd at
e red to e game-warden
innﬁs lawful guest for the ice-box, and
he believed sincercly that it was love
of law and duty which prompied him.

But their quest was fruitiess; Mec-
Cloud met them at the gate with a
repeating-rifle, knocked the game-war-
den down, took away his revolver, and
Taughed at Byram, who stood awk-
wardly apart, dased by the business-
like rapiy;ty of the operation.

“Road-tax?" repeated MoCould, with
a sneer. “‘l guesa not. If the roads
are good enough for ecattle like you,
pay for them yourselves. I use the
woods and I pay no road-tax.”

“If you cﬁdn’t have that there
rifle—"" B

yram, sullenly.
“It's quite empty; look for yourself!”
said MeCloud, back the lever.
The morhﬁ’oé game-warden picked
himself out of the nettlechoked ditch

o
“I"ll ketch you at it yet!” he called
back; “I'll fix you an' your ice-box!”
MeCloud ed.
“Gimme that two dollars”” demanded
sullenly, “or do your day's
ublic roads."

McCloud dmpmcr his bands into
of his ragged shooting-

acket.

“Yon’ld betternljln.ve ar I’!l' settle
you as I settled: Delany.

“You hit him wr{h a axe; that’s
!wmm!cide assault; hell fix you, see
if he don’t!"” said B

_“No,” said McC slowly; “I
did not him him with an axe. had

a ring on my finger when I hit him. .

I'm sorry it cut lum.” )
“Oh, you'll be sorrier ™ eried
Bm, turning away ta'-ni: the road,
where the game-warden was anxiously
wailing for him.
“We'll run you outer fown!” called
back the warden, waddling down the

road.
“Try it,” replied McCloud, yawning.

L 11,

MeCloud spent the afterncon lolling
on the grass under the lilacs, listlessly
watching the woodpeckers on  the
S Tt
ere wlin
m&{.ct of his w&

his
soothed ‘iheudi:neeoge

I o e e

“What sbout my road-tax?”

“It’s due, isn’t it!™ replbied the girl,
with a faint smile.

“Is it?” he retorted, staring
insolently.
YOU, Young wolnan.

The smile died out in her eves,

“It does worry me,” che said;
“you owe the path-master two dollars,
or a day's work on the roads."

“Let the path-master come and get
it,” he replied.

“I'm the path-master,” she said.

He looked down at her curiously.
She had outgrown her faded pink skirts;
her sleeves were too short, and so tight
that the plump, white arm threatened
to split them to the shoulder. Her
shoes were quite as ragged as his;
he noticed, however, that her hands
were slender and soft under their creamy
coat of tan, and that her fingers were
as carefully kept as his own.

“You must be Ellice Eltan,™ he
said, remembering the miserable end
of old man Elton, who alto had been
a gentleman un a duel with drink
left him dangling by the neck under
the new moon some three years sinece.

“Yes,” she said, with s slight drawl,
“snd 1 think you must be Dan

eCloud

at her
“Well, don't let it worry

”

M t

“Why do you think so?” he asked.

“From your rudeness.” §

He gave her an ugly look; his face
slowly reddened.

“Bo you're the path-master?” he
said.

i “'E-l’

“And you expect to get money out
of me?"” )

She flushed pun!uﬂi.e :

“You can’t get it,"” said, harshly;
“I'm dog poor; I baven't enough to
buy two loads for my rifle. So I
buy one,” he added, with a sneer.

ghe was silent. He chewed the
mint-leaf between his teeth and stared
S

= U are S0 poOr— 5

“Po&":" he cut in, with a mirthless
laugh; ""ir.'s only a word to you, I

e had |l' mhe]:cah-b d and
ou clothing, v .shoes,
in beauty of her face. In
every her white
throat, in bresth tha
faintly swelled the faded pink
over breast, he felt that he had
proved his own in the presence
of his I resentment
arose in his soul -

“I don't know what mean,”

Rywl;unthu;mm“ryt?
you, ybu are 4 e
can understand ot

“Because I am path-master. [ must
do my duty. Im’tukynuforu:{
money, but I must ask you to wo
out your tax. 1 can’t help it, can 17"

He looked at her in moody, suspicious

ce.

Musing over thess , the young

m lmned“yon 3:: mrﬁ:n:n;' y!:nct,
vacantly at ie dog, w

in turn stared gravely at him. —

The path-master, running ber tanned
ﬁnizru through her curls, laid one hand
unh'ﬂ dog's siiky head and looked up
at mim.

“1 do wish you would wwmk out
your tax,” she suid.

Before MeCloud eould find voice to
answer, the slder thicket across the
road parted and an old man sham-

bled forth on a pair of unsteady bowed -

“The kid's right,” bhe said, with a
hoarse laugh; “git yewr pick an’ hoe,
mnf :n;n, an’_save them two lc;llui-

- ewr pa's bad debts!

It was uﬁ %my MecCioud's near-

est peighbor, londed down with a bundle

of alder at:‘m in one hnt:;:e,
rope in the other
heavy weight of wood on bent back.

“Get out of that alder-patch!™ said
McCloud, sharply.

A"t I a-gittin"?” MLE-EBd Tansey,
mz_:h;s at the hHitle path-master.

oA out after this” added
MeClond. “Those
me!”
; “'gg yew and the Mue-jays’™ l:—
sent. , stopping fo wipe the
sweat f.mm heavy face.

“He's only cutting alders for bean-

** observed the path-master, rest-

ing her slender fingers on her hipa.

“Well, he can cut his on
his own hnd” hereafter,” said McCloud.

alders belong to

borly? Cut 'em on my own land, bhey?
_Don:;,[ it hmn;te,:i he added, mov-
t the dust; “passionate
lrlclnﬂs i= linble to pyralyze their in"ards,

young man!” 5
“Don’t sanswer!” =sid the psth-
the sullen rage in

McCloud's eyes.

“Pay yewr debts!” called out Tunsey
at the turn of the road. “Pay yewr
debts, an' the Lord will pay yewr
taxes!"

“The Lord ean
said MeCloud to
“for 1'll never pa:
Foxville. Now w
that?”

th“h. -om hruugh f.;:

. She went away ¢ !
sﬁden dust, one nlm{ hand om the
of her collie ‘dog, who trotted

pay mine, then”
the path-master,
s cent of taxes in

do you say to

I’ul e’ lt one,
'm s-goin’ to
you that t road-tax."”

*] at home when you ecall”
replied up
his_rifle and ing hi 'ﬁ:ﬁ‘,u

near the stove said, “Go
fur him!" te A the vousng

“He o rkin’ Ellie Elton,”
; “yew owe
him a few for that too, ¥

- t,”” said the game-warden, sit-
ing behind the stove; * jest wait awhile,
s ali. No man can fire me info
s ditch full o sti nettles an’
ey - s
ean-
templususly “gou’m&aﬂel-td
them here in Foxville—all foxes who
run to earth when they smell 3 Win-
chester.™
He his rifle earelessly inio the
hollow of his left arm; the muzsle was
in lne with the arden, and
that official - moved out of
% in kis hsste.
%gﬁ-ﬁ : the storekesper,

from behind his counter.

?” demanded Mo

e:r"!ku.mlﬁll‘-ﬂﬂﬂ

" (Contimzed on poge 6)
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